
Конкурс от Школы перевода Владимира 

Баканова 
 

Школа перевода Владимира Баканова запустила 42-ой 
конкурс художественного перевода среди начинающих 
переводчиков и всех желающих. Для перевода обычно 

предлагаются короткие отрывки из произведений 
современных англоязычных авторов. 

Последний день сдачи работ - 19 октября 2019 г. (до 24:00 по 
московскому времени).  

Текст на перевод: 

Gretchen: A Thriller by Shannon Kirk 

Early dawn. I wake up for a second to see we’re in the parking lot of some rest stop. I go back to 

sleep. A couple of hours later, I wake up for good and move to the front passenger seat. 

The Volvo’s analog clock reads ten in the morning. Bright-blue early June morning as we cross 

the border out of Massachusetts to be welcomed by a big green sign with the word BIENVENUE and the 

state’s motto, LIVE FREE OR DIE. Our eleventh state is New Hampshire. 

Live free or die. Are we free? Am I free? Running like this all the time. Worrying always about 

when the pattern will begin again. 

“Welcome,” Mom says, catching me mouthing the words. “Bienvenue is French for ‘welcome.’” 

“Kind of figured from the context, Mom,” I say, and shoot her a corner-of-my-lip smile. I’m not 

being smug. I’m trying to show I accept, and am willing to agree, that all is normal and regular as usual—

so much so, we can do a happy-times teasing banter. I turn to check on Allen in his cat cage, where he’s 

chilling on the catnip I overfed him to calm his car nerves. 

Mom rolls her eyes. “Whatever, smarty-pants.” She shoots me a thoughtful smile, taking quick 

glances ahead as she steers straight on this endless highway. The fact she’s smiling and going along with 

the teasing banter means she’s not going to raise, this morning, how I’m to blame for this latest run. 

Relieved we’re not fighting this minute, I loosen the tension in my shoulders. But I must be cautious, 

can’t be the one to raise the topic, even if I want to apologize. My apologizing would only lead to a fight. 

Mom’s lesson: never return to the scene of a crime. 

The sides of the road are in high green, all sorts of thick shades, from lime to deep forest green, in 

the birch saplings, tall pines, leafy oaks, and fat maples. The world outside this brown Volvo is green and 

happy and blue and full. 

“Baby, this life . . . just till you’re eighteen, okay? When I know for sure they can’t take you 

again. Another country away from me. God, no. Your father’s family, they’d never let you leave, and the 

way they treat women, they have no rights. None. Women are trash. I can’t . . .” 

“Mom, I know. I know. We’ve been over it a literal million times.” I decide to take a chance. 

“Sorry for not wearing my sunglasses. Sorry for engaging that man.” 

She stares at the road ahead, brings a hand to her lips, which she sucks in, I’m guessing as a way 



to stem her own words—caustic or loving, I’m not sure. Her forehead accordions in a crinkle as she side-

sweeps another look at me, checking that I am looking back, and I am. She’s got her serious face on. 

“Lucy, I’m sorry about this life.” She winces and soon looks to the road again. I’ve noticed how ever 

since I started my period a few months ago, and since my body and face have been changing more and 

more, she winces more and more. Sometimes, and maybe this is all in my mind, but lately it feels like the 

sight of me hurts her, so she looks at me less and less. Or so it seems. 

“Mom, really. I get it.” Because it’s true, I get it. My father is a powerful man with centuries-old 

connections to royalty in some other country (Mom won’t say which one because she doesn’t want me 

googling and freaking myself out). She won’t say his last name, because his last name, she says, would 

quickly identify his country, his very specific nationality. He’s from a place in which she says mothers 

have zero legal right to take back their own babies. He’d already tried to abscond with me once before, 

but Mom had a plan, and Mom had her own connections. I was two years old when she stole me back and 

we ran. And now this life with two new names and constantly new states. We always use the same IDs 

and variations of the formal names on those IDs, since I need to be able to cleanly transfer into new 

schools, and frankly, Mom says, the first fake IDs were hard enough to get. 

 

Система судейства 

Предварительный этап: в течение недели участники Школы проводят 
предварительный отбор десяти лучших работ и передают их на 

завершающий этап. 
«Народное» голосование: как только прием работ заканчивается, все 

присланные переводы открываются для обсуждения на форуме. Все 
желающие в течение недели могут голосовать за любой понравившийся 

перевод. Перевод, который получил больше всего голосов, будет 
представлен вниманию судьи, даже если не вошел в десятку. 

Завершающий этап: Владимир Баканов выбирает из десяти (или 
одиннадцати) работ одного или нескольких победителей. 

 Требования к конкурсному переводу 

1. Отсутствие смысловых "ляпов" 
2. Грамотность (соблюдение правил орфографии, пунктуации, 

сочетаемости слов; минимум "редакторских огрехов") 
3. Естественность синтаксических конструкций (особенно в диалогах) 

4. Как можно более точная передача стиля отрывка 

5. Тщательная проработка реалий (соблюдение традиций написания; 
сноски по необходимости; адаптация по необходимости; 

правильное употребление терминов) 
6. Ритм, благозвучность текста 

Советы конкурсантам 

Чтобы более четко представлять себе значение всех требований к 
конкурсному переводу, перед тем, как взяться за отрывок, обязательно 

прочитайте: 

1. Разборы переводов с предыдущих конкурсов (тема 
форума "Разборы прошлых полетов") 

http://www.bakanov.org/forum/viewtopic.php?t=863


2. Раздел "Начинающим" И, наконец, много полезного можно узнать, 

если просто побродить по форуму (пользуйтесь "Путеводителем по 

переводческим проблемам") и почитать раздел сайта "Статьи". 

Участие в конкурс – это своего рода экзамен, квалификационный тест 
для переводчиков! 

 

 

http://www.bakanov.org/beginners/
http://www.bakanov.org/forum/viewtopic.php?t=850
http://www.bakanov.org/forum/viewtopic.php?t=850
http://www.bakanov.org/articles/

